WATER      UNDER     THE      BRID ,<V£
CHAPTER I
^ OME years ago, speaking at Buenos Aires at the annual dinner on
^ November 30th of the St. Andrew's Society of the River Plate,
*-^ I said that I was a Scot who had lived in exile all my life, first at
school in England and afterwards abroad in the service of my country.
I might -have added equally well that I was a Scot who had been born
abroad, since it was an acquisitive grandfather who first came South
and settled in England in the early days of Queen Victoria. Like so
many others of his race, he prospered exceedingly outside Scotland,
and when he died was worth nearly half a million, no inconsiderable
sum in those mid- Victorian days. He left to his three sons, in addition
to his Scottish estate at Park on the Clyde, south of Glasgow but too
far up the river to be of value except from an agricultural point of view,
two properties in England— one Randalls Park, near Leatherhead in
Surrey, and the other Nuthurst Lodge (as it was then called), near
Horsham in Sussex. It was there that I was born.
Robert, my father, as the eldest of the three, was given first choice,
and wisely selected Nuthurst Lodge. When the house was rebuilt in
1882, it was renamed Sedgwick Park because the park enclosed the
ruins of the ancient castle of Sedgwick, notable for its double moat
and at one time the property of the Dukes of Norfolk, but uninhabited
since its confiscation to the Crown after the execution of the then Duke
by Queen Elizabeth for his complicity in the Babington plot. In the
days of Charles I the estate formed part of the dowry of Catherine of
Braganza, and after varying fortunes it was bought, in 1862, by my
grandfather from a Mr. Tudor Sutton-Nelthorpe. John, the second
son, inherited Randalls, and William, the youngest, the Scottish pro-
perty at Park. It constitutes a sad commentary either on the effect of
death duties or else the diminishing financial ability of my grandfather's
descendants to note that all three estates were later sold in the same
year, 1931, by their separate owners.
Sedgwick, where I was born on June loth, 1882, stood on a high
ridge, strategically important since early British and Roman days, a
dominating point of the forest of Anderida, or Andredsweald, and
looking over the South Downs and Chanctonbury Ring, than which
I know no more satisfying view in all England. From the roof of

